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DEDICATED Ti SPAWN 78 Summary 
EOL a4 While Twitch lies in a coma, Sam unknowingly trades favors 
with Spawn for a miraculous recovery. Sam continues trying to 


solve the latest, seemingly senseless murders of the homeless 
but leaves the morgue with more questions than answers after 
the coroner shows Sam an unusual mark on the latest victim. 
Meanwhile, Spawn and Cog search a museum of antiquities for 
ancient answers to the mysteries of the murders and they also find 
an image of the same mark. Later, Spawn confronts Sam and a 
recovered Twitch about the results of their detective work even as 
another body is discovered and this time, it’s a child. 
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ETHAN CRONE. 
NOTES ONA 
DYING CITY. 


DOWN _ON THE STREET, THE 
FACELESS DRONES SCURRY 

h LIKE RATS, SEEKING SHELTER 
FROM THE TEMPEST. 


THEY FIGHTOVER TAXIS, PUSH AND 
SHOVE THEIR WAY ALONG THE SIDE- 

4 WALKS, DIVING INTO DOORWAYS 
FOR A MOMENT'S bE Se 


HN LET IT RAIN FOR A THOUSAND YEARS 
AND IT WILL NOT BE ENOUGH TO 
WASH CLEAN THE STREETS 


OF THIS CITY, 


NEW YORK Cll 
OF THE ne BEG 
DRAMA IS BEIN 
PLAYED OUT. 


j 7 GRAND OPERA 
WRITTEN IN BLOOD \ 


YATTHE END 
NIUM. A DARK 


SOMEWHERE alt THERE, A 
MURDERER \S THE 
LOOSE. HIDING S AMONG 
dls OSE EIS MASSES... 


MEANWHILE, I SITAND 
WATCH FROM THE RAFTERS 
AND WRITE IT ALL DOWN. 





SOMEONE IS KILLING 
THE HOMELESS OF 
MANHATTAN, DISCARD - 
ING RAGGED SCRAPS OF 
HUMANITY IN THE ALLEY- 
WAYS, OR NAILED TO 
TREES IN THE PARK. 


THE “EXTERMINATOR ”-- 
THAT'S WHAT THEY'RE 
CALLING HiM (OR HER, 
OR IT)... A RATHER 
COLORFULLY GRUESOME 
APPELLATION, IS IT NOT? 


HE LEAVES CRYPTIC 
NOTES ABOUT A "GREAT 
CLEANSING,” ABOUT 
“INSECTS BENEATH HIS 
FEET.” HE MAKES 


a THREATS AND MOCKS 


THE AUTHORITIES. 





ROAR. THE POLICE ! 
ARE STARVED FORA 














EVERYONE LOVES A 
GOOD MURDER. AND 
THIS ONE'S BETTER 
THAN MOST. 


} THEY'RE NOT LOOKING AT 


THE BIG PICTURE. IT'S NOT 
ABOUT MOTIVES OR 
METHODS OR CLUES. 


IT’S ABOUT THE 
DRAMA, THE 
TENSION, THE RISING 
ACTION, THE FALSE 
LEADS AND THE 
STUNNING 
DENOUEMENT... 





HOW LONG CAN ITS 
AUTHOR SUSTAIN THE 
ACTION BEFORE IT 


ALL COMES CRASHING 
DOWN? 


















WHO SHALL 
FIND THEIR 
SALVATION 
AND WHO 
SHALL FALL 


FROM 
GRACE? 














WHO SHALL 
fie THE HERO 


ND WHO, 
THE VILLAIN? 


WHO SHALL PLAY 
THE CLOWN, 

THE FOOL, THE 
POOR, HOME- 
LESS SAP? 


WILL THERE BEA 
TRAGIC MUSE? 
FEMME FATALE? 





I CAN'T WAIT TO FIND 
OUT. THE ANTICIPATION 
IS DELICIOUS. ‘ 





It'S A STORY WITH ALL THE CLASSIC a 


ELEMENTS OF A GREAT TRAGEDY AND [iy 
I AM GRATEFUL FOR IT. BUT IT WILL gy ™ 
ND. AND SOON, I PREDICT. 


i 


yp al | 
IF THE VICTIMS HAD BEEN [Ze 
SOCIALITE WIVES OR 

MAFIA DONS, THE MURDERS 
COULD HAVE GONE ON gee 
INDEFINITEL ‘ 


anys 
ONE MUST PAY FOR 


| FORCING THIS CITY TO 
CARE ABOUT THAT WHICH 
IT WOULD PREFER 

TO IGNORE. 





ae 
FOR ME, THERE'S 
Ft TO DO BUT WA 


A : 
BEAUTIFUL 
NIGHT TO BE 























JUSTA 
MINUTE, 
PLEASE... 


HERE YA GO. 
TAKE IT EASY OUT Y 
THERE, MR. CRONE. 
IT'S A WICKED 
— NIGH 


ND 
CELEBRATE 
MY GOOD 
FORTUNE. ¥ 





TELL ME 
THE TRUTH, 


HEOWE & 
YOU MONEY? 
MAYBE HE 

TRIED TO GETA 
LITTLE TOO 
FRIENDLY? 


HIS BLOOD WAS 
ON THE BOTTLE, 
ENIUS! HOW DO You 
EXPLAIN THAT? 


I DIDN'T 
KILL HIM. I 
JUST-- I JUST 

NEEDED A DRINK 
REAL BAD. 


WHAT'RE YOU 
SAYING ? YOU TOOK 
A_ BOTTLE OFF YOUR 
DEAD PAL?! DIDN'T 
THINK TO CALL AN 
AMBULANCE?! 
MURPHY, HOW 
SICK tS THIS? 


JUST : 
TELL US WHY 
YOU KHLED 
‘ HIM. 


a 


7“ NOU GOTN 
FRIENDS, WE 
BOTH KNOW THAT. 
C’MON, BOBBY, 
‘POUND AT THE 
CRIME SCENE! >i 7 a) 05 ages 
. Sale 


WW) 
Bee 


i ( 
piven 


A DRINK; IS ALL. 
ALL US BUMS 
SHA 


PRETTY 
SICK, SILBERT. 
N FACT, I'D SAY 
‘M SHOCKED AND 
ISGUSTED. 





FOURTEEN YEARS 


OLD! HOMELESS, / 
U. 


LIKE YO 


SOMEONE 
CUT HER TO 
PIECES JUST 
LAST NIGHT. 


LOOKS LIKE THEY 


ENJOYED 
IT, TOO! 


wo! ; 


et HURT ¥ 


x 
Li OX 
PLEASE... ) 


WOU 
SOMEONE DO 
THIS TOA 
CHILD? CHRIST, 
THEY EVEN CUT 

UT HER 


BOBBY 
WHY?! DID 
SHE HAVE 
SOMETHING 


PLEASE 
HELP MES 





Aw, CHRIST 
HERE WE GO 
AGAIN! YOU CAN 
STOP BAWLIN’ FOR 
YOUR FAIRY GOD- 
MOTHER, OR WHO- 
EVER THIS 
“BOOTSY” IS! “YOU'RE 
UP TO YOUR 
NECK IN THIS, 
AND YOU'RE ALL 
ALONE. 
PLEASE... 
LEAVE ME 
ALONE... I DIDN'T 
DO ANYTHING... 
TOLD YOU EVERY- 
THING I KNOW... 
EVERYTHING 
ABOUT THE 
ALLEYS... 









Oh GoD, 
Oh Gop... 
HOW DID THIS 
HAPPEN? 





I'M LOOKING 
FOR A CONFESSION, 
PAL J WHAT'S YOUR 
DEAL, BOBBY. YOU 
HEAR VOICES ? IS 
THAT IT? DO THE 
VOICES TELL YOU 
TO KILL BUMS AND 


SICKO, THE ONE WHO 
HEARD VOICES ? 


yp — YEAH, THAT'S 

HIM. "SON OF SAM.” 

MAYBE THAT'S WHAT 
WE GOT HERE, 


LISTEN 
UP, BOBBY. |’ 
I'M GONNA TAKE 
A COFFEE BREAK. 
YOU GET ONE 
PHONE CALL, I 





Bootsy, 
YOU PROMISED 
YOU WOULD 
LOOK AFTER 
ME... 





I AM. THIS 
IS A REWARD FOR 
MY DILIGENCE. 


\ FOOD. MUSCLE {/ + SO, YOU 
K\. BARS AN DONE BEATING 
THAT. UP ON POOR 
; OLD BOBBY? WE 
BOTH KNOW HE 
DIDN'T KILL 
NO ONE. 


HATA 
FACT? DUDE GETS 
PULLED INONA 
D.'N’D.* WE RUN HIS 
PRINTS, JUSTAS A 
PRECAUTION. 


BINGO! 

WE PLACE THE 

LITTLE BASTARD AT 
THE FIRST CRIME 

SCENE. ONLY LEAD WE 
GOT SO FAR. AND HE'S 
GOT SOME INTEREST- 

ING THINGS TO 

SAY. 


2 


) 


ae <7 
#* DRUNK AND -- 
DISORDERLY 
ra ger. 
t ree 
Ea Fe a 


Il PRESSURE’S ON AND YOU 
A GOTTA PLAY HARDBALL. FINE. Jj 
UN BUT BOTTOM LINE, 
OBBY'S NOKILLER. “(iin 
KNOWS? 
MAYBE HE’S UNSTABLE. HE 
EEPS TALKING TO SOME 
IMAGINARY PLAYMATE. 


LEO 





THE NIGHT WITH FROZEN 
DAGGERS. 


BUT IT 1S THE PALPABLE wae) /7 BURROWS DEEP INTO 

STING OF TERROR THAT i | 1 HIS CONSCIOUSNESS, 
SCORES AND SCRATCHES —_ ' ND SPREADS OUT TO 
ITS WAY TOT ORMOr P , | ‘ 


EING. PANIC. FEAR. 


THE PLACE STINKS 
DEATH... RANCID, YET 
ALMOST SWEET IN ITS 


WAY... LIKE THE 
BURNING OF LEAVES 


HE CAN STILL HEAR 
THE HOPELESS CRIES 
OF TERROR, TH: 
FRUITLESS PLEADINGS ¥ 


OF A CHILD ECHOING 
OFF THE CONCRETE 
WALLS. 








HER NAME... pe = 
HER NAME = 
WAS FAWN. Ei 


ia fe 





a A CRUDE OUTLINE ON THE GROUND 

(| A GRIM AND FINAL PERIMETER IS 

9 ALL THAT IS LEFT TOMEASURE THIS, 

LIFE SNUFFED OUT SO VICIOUSLY; 
SO alseks ESSLY- 


IF YOUR LIFE FLASHES BEFORE 
YOU WHEN YOU DIE, ITISA 
DEATH THAT CAREENS LIKE A 
FREIGHT TRAIN THROUGH i. 
THE CORE OF SPAWN. 


A CHILD... A RUNAWAY... 
GREW UP THE HARD WAY 
LONG BEFORE HER TIME... ff 


BUT STILL, IT ISA CHILD'S 
THOUGHTS THAT FILLED HER 
| LAST MOMENTS ON EARTH: 


“I WANT MY 
4 Mommy.” 
"GOD, PLEASE 


ET THIS BEA 
BAD DREAM. ” 


THE SPAWN DRINKS IN EVERY HORRID 
SENSATION. THE CIO Cee OF 
FOOTSTEPS MOVING CLOSER...A 
GLOVED HAND THAT Sit ENCES THE 
GIRL'S PLEAS FOR MERCY. 


THE FIRST SLASH OF STEEL 
SEVERS THE CAROTID ARTERY, 
THE SURPRISING HEAT OF HER 
BLOOD MORE SHOCKING 

| THAN THE PAIN. 










THEN ANOTHER CUT,,, 
THIS TIME ABOVE THE 
LEFT BREAST. eee , 
CLINICAL. AND THEN 

EVERYTHING BL URS 





SOMETHING MOVES ON ae Resor 
f THE AIR, IN SLOW MOTION... A CASCAD 
OF TINY, IVORY- COLORED SPHERES, 
3 TUMBLING THROUGH THE NIGHT... 


LIKE DISTANT STARS, EACH A FAINT 

PROMISE OF HOPE, OF A LIFE THAT 
) MIGHT HAVE TAKEN A DIFFERENT, 

BETTER TURN. IF ONLY... if 





THE NIGHT TURNS TO 
RED AND THEN THE 
RED LOSES TO BLACK. 


6+ | BUT THE LOWLIEST 
S| OF THE LOW. 


POLICE! 
HANDS UP! 
HANDS UP 


NOW! 





PETE? 
WHERE THE 
HELL’D HE 

GO? 


b NO. 
> soolehes, 
“eugene Ty iL. PHONE THIS 

IN. 





THE NEXT DAY: | ARE YOU KIDDING? . } 
SGT. JOE FRIDAY ON 7 
“DRAGNET” NO QUESTION = i Oh, I KNOW 
ABOUT IT. ‘ WHAT YOU MEAN. 
: ‘ : { FOR ME IT WAS 
FIRST TIME aay > \WA NURSE DIXIE ON 
1M - y 2 “EMERGENCY” 


SOME - 

7 _ THING ABOUT 
THAT STARCHED 
WHITE UNIFORMS 

JUST SANG 
TO ME. 















































I KNOW IT 
PROBABLY SOUNDS 
SILLY, BUT I GUESS I 
LIKE THINKING OF 
MYSELF AS ONE OF THE 
GOOD GUYS, DOING 














- — THANKS 
AGAIN FOR 
HELPING BOBBY 
OUT. IT WAS 
GOOD OF YOU TO 
VOUCH FOR 

HIM. 











SS_—ia was 
—S MORE THAN 


THAT'S PART OF TH GOD 
WHAT THE OUT- HE HELD ON TO 
REACH CENTER MY CARD. POOR 
j S FOR. SOUL. HE’S REALLY 
HAD A_ROUGH 
TIME LATELY, 
HASN'T HE? 


DAAHS 
GRRGGHT 




















SORRY. I THERE'S NOT MUCH 
SAID YEAH, WE CAN DO UNTIL HE GETS Vi 
THAT'S RIGHT. OLD SERIOUS ABOUT HIS SOBRIETY. 
GUY'S BEEN ON THE BUT HE'S ONE OF THE GOOD 
STREET A LONG TIME. ONES. I HAVE FAITH IN HIM. 
AIN'T THERE SOME 
WAY_TO HELP HIM I BELIEVE THE 
Y GOOD LORD HELPS 

THOSE WHO HELP THEM 

SELVES. I HONESTLY DO. 

THE ONES THAT WON'T-- 

AND BELIEVE ME, IT'S 


SAY I THINK THEY GET 
WHAT THEY DESERVE. 
DOES THAT SOUND | 

g COLD? 


NAH. 
NOTATALL. I 
MEAN, YOU 


THERE AIN'T . 
ENOUGH PEOPLE 


INTERESTED IN 
ace 


Ok, JESUS 
CHRIST, I'M 














EXCUSE 
ME. LET 
MEGO_ } 
CLEAN UP ig 
\ PROPERLY. Z&, 








-- OR DENY 
RUMORS THAT 
A“MYSTERIOUS 
INTRUDER” WAS 
SEEN AT THE 
LAST CRIME -- WHAT 


HAVE BEEN 
MADE? (4.- EXACTLY 
IS THE MAYOR'S 
POSITION ON 


LONG TERM / SCENE 2... CAN YOU 


PUBLIC-- 


ONE ATATIME, 


PLEASE. FIRST OFALL, LET 


ME MAKE IT CLEAR! WHILE 
CERTAIN INDIVIDUALS HAVE 


BEEN HELD FOR QUESTIONING, 


NO ARRESTS HAVE BEEN 


PROGRESS AND 
HOPE TO HAVE 

_ ADDITIONAL 

I, INFORMATION 

j AVAILABLE 


MADE AT THIS TIME .__ 


SECOND, THE MAYOR 
AND HIS STAFF ARE COMMIT- 
TED TO PROVIDING EMERGENCY 
SHELTER FOR ANYONE WISHING 
. TO AVAIL THEMSELVES OF IT, 

















UNTIL THIS KILLER IS IDEN- 


Y WHAT SW ITHAS BEEN 
ABOUT THE ~ REPORTED THAT © 
THE VICTIM WAS 
A MINOR. 


LATEST 
MURDER? 


HAVE HER 
ARENTS BEEN 
NOTIFIED? 


CAN YOU 
AT LEAST 
TELL US IF 

YOU ARE LOOK- 
ING FORA 
SINGLE 


KILLER? | 


THE "EXTERMINA~ 
4 TOR” IS INDEED 
. WORKING 


VY HOWEVER, 
WE HAVE NOT_\f 
RULED OUT THE } 

NOTION OF | 
MULTIPLE 
KILLERS. 


THE POLICE 

DO HAVE A 
WORKING THEORY, 
BUT WE’RE NOT 
ABOUT TO CLOSE 
THE DOOR ON ANY 

POSAIGIEIIES: 
EXT. 





HE'S PLAYING 
WITH ME. THE KILLER. 
1 CAN FEEL IT. 17'S ALL 
PART OF SOME SICI4 
GAME. 


I HAVE A 
4¢ SUSPICION 
7 THAT THERE'S 
MORE TO THIS 
BLOODY MESS 
THAN WerAN 


DAMN IT, COG. 
YOU DON'T UNDER- 
STAND! I CAN STILL FEEL ¥ 
HER INSIDE MY HEAD... HER 
LUNGS CLUTCHING BREATH, 
THE TERROR BURNING 
THROUGH HER 
SOUL. 











THESE ARE 
MY PEOPLE 
BEING KILLEQ. THE 
ALLEYS ARE UNDER 
MY PROTECTION. for 
GOOD OR ILL, THIS 15 
MY FIGHT ANO 
1 WILL NoT 
BACK DOWN! 


SOMEONE 
15 GOING To PAY 
FOR THIS COG. f 
SWEAR, I WILL FINO 
WHOEVER 15 
DOING THIS. 


ANO 1 WILLY 
MAKE THEM 





SOMETHING . 
ELSE WILL PIQUE 
YOUR INTEREST, SIR. 
THE YOUNG RUNAWAY 

SEEMS TO HAVE HAD 
CONTACT WITH THAT 
NEW ACQUAINTANCE 

OF YOURS, 


MS. FROST. _. 


FAXED OVE 
MEDICA 
EXAMINER’S 


PRELIMINARY LEFT BY THE 
REPORT ON 


THERE IS 


E 
ONE DIFFERENCE. 


RTHE 


PHYSICAL IN THE GIRL'S 
EVIDENCE STOMACH. 


KILLER. 


A PEARL, SIR. 
A SINGLE, HIGH- 
GRADE CULTURED 


PEARL. UNFORTUNATELY, SO WHAT 
DIGESTIVE ACIDS WOULD DOES THAT 
HAVE DESTROYED ANY MEAN? {SIT 


DNA MATERIAL SOME KINDA 
PRESENT. MESSAGE? 


SOCIAL SERVICES 
SET HER UP WITH 
THE OUTREACH 
PROGRAM, BUT SHE 
APPARENTLY REFUSED [i 
HELP. WOULDN'T COULD 


SHOW UP TO 
APPOINTMENTS . Be TE: 
> q 


PERHAPS 
YOU COULD 
SPEAK TO 
Ms. FROST, 

SEE IF SHE 
REMEMBERS 
ANYTHING? 





THE KILLER’S 
PREVIOUS NOTE 
MADE MENTION 
OF “CASTING 
PEARLS BEFORE 
SWINE.” A 
BIBLICAL REF- 


Man 
“GOOD ( y “WELL... I'M R F 2 
EVENING, AFRAID I'M ‘ -_ DANGEROUS‘: 

: WA ON OFFICIAL adpec ae 
BUSINESS. 


THAT'S PART OF 
THE 


% 


WS: 
Ni 


—— 


HAPPENED 
TO YOU? 





| ALL EVENTS ARE 
4 Renan Tan one 1g NEES Stay 
YOU INSIDE. | INEVITABLE AWAKE, YO 


( _ 
Cay ve) macdsem 


YOU HAVE TO 
DRINK? 


DAMN IT 


AWAKE! I'M 
CALLING AN 
AMBULANCE. 


HELLO! 
HELLO! I GETAN 
OUTSIDE LINE?! 
SONUVA ‘THIS IS WHAT 
BITCH! WEGETFOR 
BREAKING U 
MA BELL! 


CERTAINLY, A PAWN OR 
TWO MAY HAVE TO BE 


v.. JEEZU 
YOU'RE GOING 
INTO SHOCK. HERE. 

TAKE MY COAT. I'LL 
\ TRY TO FIND YOU 


F ; A BLANKET. 
[ Se - - cl WE'LL GET 


9 TH , : YOU WARMED ‘G 
ERDGAME : Se UPAND I'LL 
1S NEAR, DRIVE YOU TOA 
‘ a HOSPITAL, OKAY? 


JUST HANG 
BD IN THERE! 





ONCE ITIS OVER, 
EVERYONE WILL 
LOOK BACK AND 
SAY IT WAS 
OBVIOUS. 


THEY'LL SAY, 
“I KNEW IT 
ALL ALONG. 


AND EVERY 
SINGLE 
LAST ONE 
OF THEM 
WILL BE 


DEAD 
WRONG. 











ali 


NEXT: TH 


CLEANSING\ 





EMPIRA 





